SOCIAL   DEATH                              155
" Do you both still entertain as much as you used to ?*'
I asked.
" I think I can answer for us both, and for most other
women as well," Jane replied sadly. " We do very little
entertaining these days. Come round to our fiat any time
and you'll find out why. We simply can't ask anyone to
come in, unless we knowr them so well that we can let our
hair down in their presence."
" You know, my dear," murmured Margery thoughtfully,
" I'm not at all sure that we aren't being too sensitive about
the whole business. After all, we're not the only people
who have had to move into an Indian block."
Jane shrugged. " It's perfectly true that hardly anyone
can afford to keep a bungalow going as they used to in the
past, except of course the officials of the diplomatic services
and those people who receive very liberal allowances from
their firms."
" But the average European is in more or less the same
boat as ourselves," Margery broke in. " We may think
we're pretty badly off, but it might be a lot worse."
" Hmm, I suppose you're right," admitted Jane, " but
Charles would never forgive me if we had some important
guests to dinner and they had to eat in a cloud of visible
ghee fumes from all around, let alone inhale the strong
smells of Indian cooking which seep in from adjoining
flats."
" Is that your main worry ? " Margery asked. " Our
bugbear is the din. In the very hot weather, it's absolutely
intolerable. One gramophone going non-stop would be
bad enough, but it really hurts when you get six or seven
of them all playing different screeching tunes at the same
time, night and day."
" I think we could bear with the cooking smells," said
Jane, " if the personal habits of our neighbours were less
disgusting." She turned to me. " I don't want you to
think that we're broke or that we're living in some sort of